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bought for gold, be merry wench, the Malt-man comes 
monday. ° n 

Doll.Yo\i might haue left me atCobham, vntill y ou haw 
brn better prouided for. 1 M 

/Vi.No fweet Doll no, I like not that, yon olde ruffian i« 
not lor the Prieft 1 do not like a new Cleark ftiould com* 
in the old bel-fry. 

D0//.TI1O11 art a mad prieft ifaith. 

Pri. Come Doll,lle fee thee fafe at fome ale-houfe heere 
at Cray, and the next ibcepe that comes fhall Ieauc behind 
hislleecc. ' uu 

£L$Ctt 

Enter the King ^Suffolk?, and Butler. 

King i„ great haft . My Lord of Suffolk,poft away for lifi» 
And let our forces offuchhorfeandfoote. 

As can be gathered vp by any mcanes. 

Make fpeedy randeuow in Tuttle fields. 

It muft bedonethis euening my Lord, 

This night the Rebels meanc to draw to head 
Neere lflington, which ifyour fpeed preuentnot. 

If once they fhould vnite their feuerall forces, * 

Their power is almoft thought inuincible. 

Away my Lord, 1 will be with you foone. 

Stif.l go my Soueraigne with all happy fpeed. exit. 
Kin , Make haft my Lord of Suffolke.as you leue vs. 
Butler, port you to London with all fpeede •• 

Command the Maior and Shenffcs on their allegeanco 
The Citty gates be prefcntly fhut vp. 

And guarded with a ftrong fufficient watch, 

And not a man be fuffered to pafle. 

Without a fpeciall warrant from our lelfe. 

Command the Pofterneby the Tower be kept. 

And proclamation on the paine of death, * 

That not a Citizen ftirre from his doores. 

Except fuch as the Maior and Shneues {ball choofe 
For their owne guard,and lafety of their perfons: 

Burlcr away,haue car* vnto my charge. 

Burl, 
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But. I go my Soueraigne. 

Kin. B«l«* 

Go downc by Greenwich, and command a boate, 
AtS'wr. bridge attend tay comm, 

When A£on doth expeft vnto his aide. 

No leffe then fifty thoufand Londoners. 

Well lletoWeftminftermthisdifguife, 

> trne-man •• how if a thetfe > 

r‘'Thi*«fto° 0 t 'ruc- m »o,l mud Hand I fee bowfo- 
.irbe wodt.p. Ae trade oftheeuing yet will oarer 

downc. What art thou? 

Pri A eood fellow# 

Kin So am 1 too, I fee thou doft know mee. 

Priff thou be a good fellow, play the good fellowcs. 
part.deliuer thy purfe without more ado. 

PWlmuft mXyou finde fome before wee part.ifyou 
haue no mony you (ball haue ware, as many found blowes 

as your skin can carry. 

Prou«be, one theefe robs another. Where the diuel are all 
P U rhLeues Falftaffc that villaine is fo fat, hee cannot 

»” d Peto fl ’ ould b " 

5Vj^H ow* much is there on’t of thy word f 
Vi* A hundred pound in Angels, on my word. 


